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Spoken by ROXANA, 


Amden p for murder, -o I and before e, 
oh ad paſs my ſentence, hear my ftory. 
ve woman, were ſhe in my place, 4 
N brook ſuch ulage ? Horrible diſgrace | } 
To kiſs the ſaucy minx before my face; 
Hang on her peck, and ſigh, and ſwear, and bello. 


Oh; I've not patience with the filthy fellow. , 

What, tho' one world my hero deem'd deficient, 

One wife for any hero's (ure ſufficient. x royal 
Mou muſt allow twould any mortal vex 0 


To loſe the only comfort of one's ſex. 

Her nuptial right; which of you all would mare it 7 
And half a hu 4 Gods ! what wife cou'd bear it! 
But what till worſe than all the reſt provokes me, 
To think his crowns and ſceptres e'er cou'd coax me, 


Let all the empire of the world's wide ſpan ' Pos 

Be her's—bur'not an atom of my man. 1 
Methinks I hear each wedded fair-one cry, 

Well done, Roxana ſhe deſerv'd to die. 

What Chriſtian wife cou'd bear ſuch double dealing :? \ 


And ſure your heathen women have their feeling. 
Two wives! *Tis matrimonial fornication : 
Fray” Heav'n' avert ſuch cuſtoms from ghis nation |» | 
| ſuch let Eaſtern wives be bubbled ſtill. ' 
| wo es | for ſhame, two huſbands if you will. 
2 might ſult a free - born woman. 
— Hy our beaus---poor things are not like Ammon, 


White lead, thig inference Jet me draw, 
Neve — univerſal law. 


All feel alike what ſome diſguiſe with art, * 
And each wrong'd wife's Roxana in het heart. 
2 If none of you cou'd tamely yield her man, 
| Then find me guilty, Ladies, if you can. q 
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Alexander the Great. 


ACT 1. SCENE I. 
The Gardens of Semiramis 


HzenzsTiON and Lysiuachus fighting. 
 CLyrvs parting them. 


__ Cyrus. 
HAT are you madmen? this a time for 


8 ? 
58 3 If by the Gods that form'd me, 
has gs makes a foe of Clytus. 


Ly$IMACHUS. 
have his ſword, 


CLyTvs. 
But muſt not have his life. 


Ly$SIMACHUS. 
Muſt not old Clytus! was 
Cirrus. 
HFair-brain'd boy, you muſt not. 
HeynesT1ON. 55 


Lend me thy ſword, thou father of the war, 
Thou far-fam'd guard of Alexander's life : — 
> ur 


" 


rr 
. 


2 ALEXANDER Taz GREAT, 


Curſe on this weak unexecuting arm ! 
Lend it, old Clytus, to redeem my fame; 
9 is brave, and elſe will ſcorn me. 


LysIMAchus. 


There, take thy ſword; and, ſince thou'rt bent 


on death, | 
Know, tis thy glory that thou dy't by me. 


CLyTvus. 


Stay thee, Lyſimachus; Hepheſtion, hold; 

bar you both; my body. interpos'd. 

Now 4 © me ſee which of you dares to ſtrike. 

By Jove you've ſtirr'd the old man that raſh arm 
That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods 

And our great king, whoſe deputy I ſtand, 


Ly$1MACHUS. 
Some prop'rer time muſt terminate our . 


HzrRHESTION. 


And cure the bleeding wounds my honour — ä 


CLyTvs. 


Some prop'rer time |! *tis falſe—no hour is r 1 
No time, ſhould ſee a brave man do amiſs. 
Say, what's the noble cauſe of all this madneſs ? 


What vaſt ambition blows the dangerous fire? 


Why a vain, ſmiling, whining, coz'ning woman. 
By all my triumphs! in the heat of youth, 
When towns were ſack'd, and beauties proſtrate 
lay, : 
When my blood boil'd, and nature work'd me 
high, 
Clytus = bow'd his body to Cock ſhame ; ; 
I knew 'em, and deſpis'd their cobweb arts. 
The whole ſex is not worth a ſoldier's thought. 


2 Lys1- 


a TRAGEDY. -. 2 
LySIMACHUS, : 


Our cauſe of quarrel may to thee ſeem light; 
Bur know, a leſs has ſet the world in arms. 


CLyTvus. 


| Yes, Troy they tell us by a woman fell; 
Curſe on the ſex, they are the bane of virtue! 
Death ! I'd rather this right arm were loſt, 
Than that the king ſhould hear of your impru- 
dence— 
What | OE II 


| LyY$IMACHUS. 
We 1 were indeed to blame. | 


CLyTvs, - 


This memorable day! 
When: our hot maſter, whoſe impatient ſoul 
Outrides the ſun, and ſighs for other worlds 
To ſpread his conqueſts, and diffuſe his glory 
Now bids the trumpet for a while be Glen, 
And plays with monarchs, whom he us'd to drive; 
Shall we by broils awake him into rage, 
And rouze the lion, that has ceas'd to roar ? 


 LyY$SIMACHUS., 


Ciytus thav'rt right—put up thy ſword Hepheſ- 
tion: 


Had paſſion not eclips'd the light of reaſon, 
Untold we might this conſequence have ſeen. 


Hzrnzsriox. 
Why has not reaſon power to conquer love ? 
Why are we thus enflav'd ? ? | 


CLyTvus. 


Becauſe unman'd ; 


Becauſe ye follow Alexander's ſteps. . 
Heavens 


4 ALEXANDER ruz GREAT. 


Heav'ns ! that a face ſhould thus bewitch his ſoul, 
And ruin all that's great and godlike in it. 
Talk be my bane, yet the old man muſt talk; 
Not ſo he lov'd when he at Iſſus fought, 

And join'd in mighty combat with Darius, 
Whom from his chariot flaming all with gems, 
He hurl'd to earth, and catch'd th' imperial crown. 
T was not the ſhaft of love perform'd that feat; 
He knew no Cupids then. Now mark the change! 
A brace of rival queens embroil the court; 

And, while each hand is thus employ'd in beauty, 


Where has he room for glory ? 
_ HepnesT1ON. 
\ | | In his heart. 
Crx vrus. 


Well ſaid, young minion !—1 indeed forgot 
To whom I ſpoke—but Syſigambis comes. 
Now is your time, for with her comes an idol 
That claims homage—P1! attend the king. 


SCENE IL 


| Lys1Macavs, HeyHESTION, SYSIGAMBIS, With a 
letter, and PARIS Aris. 
SYSIGAMBIS, 
Why will you wound me with your fond com- 
plaints, 
And urge a ſuit that I can never grant? 
You know, my child, *tis Alexander's will ; 
Here, he demands you for his lov'd Hepheſtion. 
To diſobey him might ename his wrath, 
And plunge our houſe in ruins yet unknown. 
PARISATIS. To 
To ſooth this god, and charm him into temper, 
Is there no victim, none but Pariſatis? 
Muſt ! be doom'd to wretchedneſs and woe, 


That 


FF" TRRAGTE TE” £Þ 


That others may enjoy the conqu'ror's ſmiles ? 
Oh ! if you ever lov'd my royal father— _ 

And ſure you did, your guſhing tears proclaim it— 
If ſtill his name be dear, have pity on me 

He would not thus have forc'd me to deſpair; 
Indeed he would not.— Had I beg'd him thus, 
He would have heard me, e'er my heart was broke. 


SYSIGAMBIS. 


When will my ſufferings end! O when ye Gods! 
For ſurty rolling years, my ſoul has | 

The dread viciſſitudes of fate unmov'd : 

I thought 'em your decrees, and therefore yielded. 
But this laſt trial, as it ſprings from folly, 
Exceeds my ſuf rance, and I muſt complain. 


 LvysS1IMACHUS. 


When Syſigambis mourns, no common woe 

Can be the cauſe—'tis miſery indeed. 

Yet pardon, mighty queen, a wretched prince, 

Who thus preſumes to plead the cauſe of love. 

Beyond my life, beyond the world ¶ Kneeling.] I 
rize 

Fair 2 me, I conjure you ! 

As you have authoriz'd Hepheſtion's ,vows, 

Reject not mine grant me but equal leave 

To ſerve the princeſs, and let love decide. 


Hrrnksriox. 


A bleſſing like the beauteous Pariſatis 

Whole years of ſervice, and the world's wide em- 
—_— 

With ali the blood that circles in our veins, 

Can never merit; therefore in my favour 

I beg'd the king, to interpoſe his int'reſt; 

Therefore, I beg'd your majeſty's aſſiſtance 

Your word is paſt, and all my hopes reſt on't. 


LyYSIMA- 


A . _— 
ee re ee LI F " 
2 W 
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Ly$IMACHUS, riſing. 
Periſh ſuch hopes ! for love's a gen'rous paſſion 
Which ſeeks the happineſs of her we love, 
Beyond th' enjoyment of our own deſires, 
Nor kings nor parents here have ought to do. 
Love owns no influence, and — controul; 
Let em ſtand neuter— tis all I aſk, 


FLevwurvenis 


Such arrogance did Alexander woo, ” 
Would loſe him all the conqueſts he has won. 


LY$SIMACHUS, 


To talk of conqueſts well becomes the man 
Whoſe life and ſword are but his rival's gift. 


SYSIGAMBIS. 


It grieves me, brave Lyſimachus, to find 

My power fall ſhort og my deſires to ſerve you 
You know Hepheſtion firſt declar'd his love, 
And *tis as true, I promis'd him my aid. 

Your glorious king, his mighty advocate, 
Became himſelf an humble ſuppliant for him. 
Forget her, prince, and ti iumph o'er your paſſion :; 
A conquieſt worthy of a foul like thine. 


LyYSIMACHUS. 


Forget her! madam : ſooner ſhall the ſun 
Forget to ſhine, and tumble from his ſphere. 
Farewel, great queen—my honour now demands 
That Alexander ſhould himſelf explain 
The wond'rous merit which exalts his fav'rite, 
And caſts Lyſimachus at ſuch a diſtance. 
[Exit LYSIMACRUS, 


SCENE 


A TRAGEDY. 2 
SCENE III. * 
 Sys1GAMB1s, Par1SATIS, HEPHESTION. 
2 2 a.) —— the 15 , 
Is Alexander yet, my Lord, arriv'd ? 8 
Harnzsrion. 6 

Madam, I know not, but Caſſander comes, 

He may perhaps inform us. 
SYSIGAMBIS. 


I would ſhun him. 
Something there is, Iknow not why, that ſhocks me, 
Something my nature ſhrinks at, when I ſee him. 


SCENE V. 


£ CASSANDER, - 

The face of day now bluſhes ſcarlet deep : 

Now blackens into night. The low'ring ſun, 

As if the dreadful buſineſs he foreknew, 

Drives heavily his ſable chariot on. 

Ho fierce it lightens ! how it thunders round me! 

_ nature _ alarm'd for I. a 
be it ſo. Her roclaim my triumph. 

My Tour's firſt wither aro wb Ripa fate, F 

And ſtrike amazement thro' the hoſt of heav'n. 

A mad Chaldean with a flaming torch, 

Came to my bed laſt night,. and bellowing o'er me, 

Well had it been, he cry'd, for Babylon, | 

If curſt Caſſander never had been born. 


SCENE V. 
THESSALUS With a packet. 
How now, dear Theſſalus, what packet's that? 
Cs TukssAlLus. 


From Macedon, a truſty ſlave juſt brought it. 


Your father chides us for our cold delay ; = 
7 


Ss ALE XANDER T ne GREAT. 


He ſays Craterus, by the king's appointment, 
Comes, in his room, to govern Macedon, 
Which nothing but the tyrant's death can hinder: 
Therefore he bids us boldly ſtrike, 

Or quit our purpoſe, and confeſs our fears. 


CASSANDER. 


Is not his fate reſolv'd ? this night he dies; 

And thus my father but foreſtalls my purpoſe. 
How am 1 flow then? If I rode on thunder, 
Wing'd as the light'ning, it would aſk ſome mo- 
| ments 

Ere I could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus. 


TnzssALus. 


Mark where the haughty Polyperchon comes 
Some new affront by Alexander given, 
Swells in his heart, and ſtings him into madneſs. 


CASSANDER. 
Now, now's our time; he muſt, he ſhall be ours 
His haughty ſoul will kindle at his wrongs, 
Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge. 
SCENE YL 
CASSANDER, T HESSALUS, POLYPERCHON. 


PoLYPERCHON. 


Still as I paſs, freſh murmurs fill my ears; 

All talk of wrongs, and mutter their complaints, 
Poor ſoul - leſs reptiles their revenge expires 

In idle threats. The fortitude of cowards! 
Their province is to talk! 'tis mine to act, 
And ſhew this tyrant, when he dar'd to wrong me, 
He wrong'd a man whoſe attribute is vengeance. 


CAss AN DER. 


All nations bow their heads with ſervile bondage, 
And kiſs the feet of this exalted man. * 
| | The 


A'TRAGEDY.': 5 


The name, the ſhour, the blaſt from ev'ry mouth 
Is Alexander! Alexander ſtuns | 
The lining ear, and drowns the voice of heay' a. 
The earth's commanders fawn like crouening 

ſpaniels ; 
And if this hunter of the barbarous world, 
But wind himſelf a god ; all echo him, 
With univerſal cry. 


PoLyYPERCHOW. 


I fawn, or echo him, 

Caſſander, no! my ſoul diſdains the thought f 
Let eaſtern ſlaves or proſtituted Greeks 
Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown. 
When Polyperchon can deſcend ſo low, 
_ Falſe to that honour, which thro? fields of death, 

I ſtill have courted, where the fight was fierceſt, 
Be ſcorn my portion, infamy my lot. | 


THESSALUS. 


The king may doom me to a thouſand tortures, 
Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philotas, 
E're I ſhall ſtoop to idolize his pride. 


CaSSANDER. 


Not Ariſtander, had he rais'd all hell, 
Cou'd ow have ſhock'd my ſoul, than thou haſt 
ne, 

By the bare mention of Philotas' murder. 

O Polyperchon ! how ſhall I deſcribe it 

Did not your eyes rain blood to ſee the hero? 

Did not your ſpirits burſt with ſmothet᷑ d ven 

To ſee thy noble fellow warrior tortur d? 

Yet, without groaning, or a tear, endure 

The torments of the damn'd ? O death to think it! 

We ſaw him bruis'd, we ſaw his bones laid bare ; 
His veins wide lanc'd, and the poor quiv'ring fleſh 

= With 


to ALEXANDER THz GREAT. 


Wich fiery pincers from his boſom torn. 
Till all beheld where the great heart lay panting. 


PoLYPERCHON, 


Yet all like ſtatues ſtood !—cold lifeleſs ſtatues ! 
As if the fight had froze us into. marble. 

When, with collected rage, we ſhould have flaun 
To inſtant vengeance on the ruthleſs cauſe, 

And plung'd a thouſand daggers in his heart. 


CASSANDER. 


At our laſt banquet, when the bowl had gone 

The giddy round, and wine inflam'd my ſpirits; 

I ſaw Craterus and Hepheſtion enter 

In Perſian robes; to Alexander's health 

They largely drank ; and falling at his feet 

With impious adoration thus addreſs'd 

Their idol god. Hail ſon of thund'ring Jove ! 

Hail firſt of kings! young Ammon live for ever! 

Then kiſs'd the carth ; on which Ilaugh'd aloud, 
And ſcoffing, aſk'd em, why they kiſs'd no harder, 

Whereon the tyrant, ſtarting from his throne, 

Spurn'd me to earth, and ſtamping on my neck, 

Learn thou to kiſs it, was his Wo reply; 

While with his foot he preſs'd me to the earth, 

Till I lay weltring in a foam of blood. 


PoLYPERCHON. 


Thus when I mock*d the Perſians that ador'd him, 
He ſtruck me on the face, ſwung me around, 
And bid his guards chaſtize me like a flave. 

But if he ſcape my vengeance, may he live, | 
Great as that god whoſe name he thus h 
And like a ads may I again be TIN 
Scoff'd as I paſs, and branded for a coward. 


Cas. 


A'TRAGEDY, | 
| CASSANDER. / | 


There ſpoke the ſpirit of Caliſthenes: 
Remember, he's a man, his fleſh as penetreble 
As any girl's, and wounded tov as ſoon ; 

To give him death no thunders are -< >» air'd, 


Struck by a ſtone young Jupiter has fa ; 
A ſword has pierc'd him, and the blood has ac 


low'd ; 
Nay, we have ſcen an hundred common ailments 
* this immortal to the gates of death. 
PoLyPerRcHoN, 
O let us not delay the glorious buſineſs ! 
Our wrongs, are great, and bonouc calls for yen- 
geance. 
Are * hearts firm ? : 
Tarzs3aLvs. 
As heav'n or hell can make em. 


| - PoLyraR HON... 
Take then 2 hand, and if * doubt my eruth, 
Cabsasvsd | aa 


While thus we] join our hands and hearts CER 
Remember Hermolaus and be huſh' d. | 


PoLYPERCHON. 


Huſft'd as the eve before an hurricane, 
Or baleful * when they ſhed their po! iſons. 


Ne fei 1.546 
This ap endking Babylon receives 
The mighty robber—with him comes Roxana, 


Pierce haughty fair! On his return from India, 
ATE ſhe met him in the height of a 
And 
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And by a thouſand wiles at Suſa kept him, 
In * the luxury of eaſtern revels. . 


PoLYPERCHON, 


How bore Statira his revolted love? 
For, if I err not, e'er the king eſpous'd her, 
She made him promiſe to renounce Roxana. 


THESSALUS, 


No words can paint the anguiſh it occaſion'd ; 
Ev'n Syſigambis wept, while the wrong'd queen 
Struck to the heart, fell lifeleſs on the Ione: 


Cass AN DR. 
When the firſt tumult of her grief was laid, 


I ſought to fire her into wild revenge; 
And to that end, with all the art 1 could, 
Deſcrib'd his paſſion for the bright Roxana. 
But tho” I could not to my wiſh inflame her, 
Thus far at leaſt her jealouſy will help ; 
She'll give him troubles that perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the court in univerſal uproar. 

But ſce ſhe comes. Our plots begin to ripen. 
Now change the vizor, every one diſperſe, 
2 with a face of Den, meet the N 


SCENE VI. 


SyS1GAMBIS, STATIRA, and ParI$aT1s. 
STATIRA. 


O for a dagger, a draught of poiſon, flames! 
Swell heart, break, break thou wretched 3 
thing. 
Now, by the ſacred fire, I'll not be held : 


Frey give me leave to walk. 


SyY$S1GAMs 


Aa TRAGEDY. 
SyYSIGAMBIS. 
— Unhappy Pariſatis! © 
Is there no reverence to my perſon due ? 


Truſt me, Statira, had thy father liv'd, 
Darius wou'd have heard ma. 


STATIRA. 


O be's falſe. 
This glorious man, this wonder of the world, 
Is to his love, and ev'ry god foreſworn. | 
O I have heard him breathe ſuch ardent vows, - 
Our-weep the morning with his dewy eyes, 
And ſigh and ſwear the liſt' ning ſtars away. 
n SYSIGAMBIS. | 
Believe not rumour, tis impoſſible. 


Thy Alexander is renown'd for truth 
Above decett— _ 


STATIRA. 


| Away, and let me die. 
Twas but my fondneſs, *twas my eaſy nature 
Wou'd have excus'd him—but away ſuch weakneſs. 
Are not his falſehoods, and Statira's wrongs, __ 
A ſubject canvaſs'd in the mouth of millions? 
The babbling world can talk of nothing elle. 
Why, Alexander, why wouldſt thou deceive mel 
Have I not lov'd thee, cruel as thou art! 8 
Have I not kiſs'd thy wounds with dying fondneſs, 
Bath'd 'em in tears, and bound em with my hair! 
Whole nights I've ſat and watch'd thee as a child, 
LulFd thy fierce pains, and ſung thee to repoſe. 


PaRisATIS. 


If man can-thus renounce the ſolema ties 
Of ſacred love, fidelity and truth, 
Who wou'd regard his vows? 


STA- 


— 


© ALEXANDER TI GREAT, 

| | STATIRA. | 
Regard his vows, the monſter, traitor ! Oh! 
J will forſake the haunts of men, converſe 1 
No more with aught that's human; dwell with 
darkneſs; a + e 
For ſince the ſight of him is now unwelcome, 
What has the world to give Statira joy ? 
Yet I muſt tell thee, perjur'd as he is, 
Not the ſoft breezes of the genial ſpring, 
The fragrant violet, or op'ning roſe, 
Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander's breath : 
Then he will talk—good gods how he will talk? 
He ſpeaks the kindeſt words, and looks ſuch things, 
Vows with ſuch paſſion, and ſwears with ſuch a 


grace, 


That it is heav'n to be deluded by him. 


SYSIGAMBIS, 
Her ſorrows muſt have way. Alas my child! 


STATIRA. 


„ 


Roxana then enjoys my petjur'd love; 
Roxana claſps my monarch in her arms, 
Doats on my conqu'ror, my dear lord, my king. 
Oh 'tis too much! by Heav'n I cannot wth, fo 
III die, or rid me of the burning torture. 
Hear me, bright god of day, hear ev'ry god. 

_  Sy$1GAMBIS, 


Take heed, Statiraz weigh it well, my child, 
Ere deſperate love enforces you to ſwear. 


STATIRA. 
O fear not that, already have I weigh'd it; 
And in the preſence here of Heav'n and you, 
Renounce all converſe with perfidious man. 
Farewel ye cozeners of our caly ſex ! 


And 


And thou the falſeſt of the faithleſs kind, 
Farewel for ever! O farewell farewel 1 


If I but mention him the tears will flow. 


How cou'dſt thou, cruel, vrong a heart like mine 
Thus fond, thus docing, ev'n to madneſs, on thee 

___ Sy$16AanBIs. | 
Clear up thy griefs, thy Alexander comes, 
Triumphant in the ſpoils of conquer'd India z 
This day the hero enters Babylon, 
| SrATIRA. 
Why let him come: all eyes will gaze with rapture 
All bows will joy to ſee the victor paſs, 
All but the wretched the forlorn Statira. 


| SyS1GAMBIS, 
Wilt thou not ſee him then? 
ParISATIS, 
Not ſee the king 
STATIRA, 


I ſwear, and Heav'n be witneſs to my vow, { Kneels.] 
Never from this ſad hour, never to ſee, | 
Nor ſpeak, no, nor, if poſſible, to think 

Of Alexander more: this is my vow, 

And when I break it— 


SYSIGAMBIS, 
Do not ruin all ! 
STATIRA. 8 


May I again be perjur'd and deluded ! 
May furies 8 my heart! may light'nings blaſt 
me 
SYSICAMBIS, 
Recall, my child, the dreadful imprecation. 1 
| TAs 


- 
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T4 STATIRA. A 
No, I will publiſh it thro? all the court ; 

Then to the bow'rs of great Semiramis, 

Retire for ever from the treacherous world. 
There from man's ſight will I conceal my woes, 

And ſeek in ſolitude a calm repoſe: 

Nor pray'rs, nor tears, ſhall my reſolves controul, . 
Nor love itſelf, that tyrant of the ſoul, 

71 yp Tires; | [ Exeunt. 


END or THE FIRST Aer. 
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. CassanDrR, PoLyPERCHON, 


| > CaotannEr. by 1] 
Alexander comes: 
lon in vain 


E comes, the he 
The Gods forbid him 
n vain do prodigies foretell his 5 : 
Attended by a throng of ſcepter'd ſlaves, : 
This rapid conqu'ror of the ravag'd globe, 
Makes his appmmngy, and defies the danger. 
. PoLYPERCHON. 
Why all this noiſe - ye partial powers declare— 
Theſe ſtarts of nature, at a tyrant's doom? 
Is Alexander of ſuch wond'rous moment, 
That heav'n ſhould feel the wild alarms of fear, 
And fate itſelf become a babbler for him ? | — 
F CASSANDER. | 5 
Cas'd in the very arms we ſaw him wear, 
The ſpirit of his father haunts the court, 
In all the majeſty of ſolemn ſorrow. 
The awful ſpectre fix'd his eyes upon me, ; 
Way'd his pale hand—and, threatful ſhook bis 


Groan'd out, forbear, and vanilh'd from my view- 
A fear till then unknown poſſeſs'd my ſoul. 
And fick'ning nature trembled at the fight! 


| PoLyPERCHON, 


' Laid all the tortures of the damn'd before me, 
Ae My 


e 
2 * 1 , 
is 2 ade . EL 
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My ſoul, unſhaken in her firm reſolve, 
Wou'd brave m_ tortures, and purſue the tyrant. 


CAssau bn. 


ves, 1 = this — ſhall dies 1 

Our plots, in ſpite * ies, advance; 

Succeſs attends us.— Oh, it joys my ſoul ! 

| To deal deſtruction like the * of Heav'n, 
Felt while unſeen. 8 


PoLYPERCHON. 


Ay there's the thing, Caſſander, 
Fear and diſtraction thro? the court prevail; 
The Perſians all diſſatisfied appear 
Loudly they murmur at Statira's wrongs, 
And ſiercely cenſure Alexander's falſehood. 


CASSANDER, 


I know he loves Statira more than life; 

And when he hears the ſolemn vow ſhe made, 
The oath that bars her from his ſight for ever, 
Remorſe and horror will at once invade him, 
Rend his wreck'd ſoul, and ruſh him into madneſs. 


PoLYPERCHON. 


Of that anon—the court begins to thicken ; | 
From ev*ry province of the wide ſpread earth, 
Ambaſſadors in Babylon are met; ers 
As if mankind had previouſly 15 
To compliment the tyrant's boundleſs „ 
And hold a folemn ſynod of the world, | 
Where * like a god ſhould diRtate. . 


CAss AN DER. 
We muſt away, or mingle with the crowd, 
Adore this god till apt occaſion calls, | 


To make _ what be vou d bethooght—immor 
ta 


Ul SCENE: 


A TEXG E D v. yy ; 

SCENE 5 I 

A Symphany of warlike Muſic. | | | 
| Cyrus, ARISTANDER,, in his Robes, 


ee 
Haſte reverend chu, haſte and top te king 
eee 
They keep at diſtance all that po! «1 HAAR 

— ARtSTANDER. 


Were he encircled by the gods themſelves, 
hare voor oy . 


Cirrus. 


Place yourſelf here then, for behold he comes. 


SCENE m. ; 
y black 


Alexander in a triumphal Carr, drawn 
ſlaves. Trophies and warlike Enfigns in pro- 
ceſſion before him. . Clytus, Hepheſtion, Lyſi- 
machus, Ariſtander, n W 7 and 
Attendants, N T2 


See the conqu ring . comes, 

s Sound the trumpet, ee N 

Sr prepare, the laurel bring, 
* of triumph to him 3 


5 * * % , 5 
— 
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See the godlike youth advance, 
Breath the flute, and lead the dance; 


Myrtle wreath, and roſes twine, 


To deck the hero's brow divine. | 


_ HeyuesT1ION. 


Rath ſon of Jove! eee ; 


ALZXANDER. 


| Riſe al; and thou, my ſecond ſelf, my friend, 
O my Hepheſtion ] raiſe thee from the earth! 
Come to my arms, and hide thee in my = 
Nearer, yet ncarer, elſe thou lov'ſt me yo 


HeenzsTION. 


Not love my king ! bear witneſs all ye powers, | 
And let your — nail me to the centre, 
If ſacred friendſhip ever burn'd more brightly ! 
Immortal boſoms can alone admit 

A flame more pure, more permanent than mine. | 


ALEXANDER, 


Thou dearer to me than my groves of _ 
I know thou lov'ſt thy Alexander more 
Than Clytus does the king. 


Ly$IMACHUS, 


No for my fats! 
I ſee that tank awaits me—yet Þ'll on. 
Dread fir, I caſt me at your royal feet. 


ALEXANDER. | 
Riſe, my Lyſimachus; thy veins and mine, 


From the ſame fountain have deriv'd their ſtreams, 
Is not that Ciytus - 


CL hy 


- Cure 
| Your old faithful ſoldier. 


_.,  AtzxanDan. 

2 8.5 thy hand.—Thus, double are'd, methinks 

and tremendous as the Lybian God, 
Wh while his prieſts and I q Td facred blood, 
| Aeknowledg'd.me his ſon. ning thou, 

0 thou my mighty thunder. "1 ſeen 

hy glitt ring ſword out · fly celeſtial fire z 
Ang when Pve cry'd, begone and execute, 
I've ſeen him run ſwifter than ſtarting hinds, 
Nor bene the tender graſs beneath his _ 


LySIMACHUS. 


When fame invites, and Faun 8 
3 and toils but animate the brave. 


| Crrrus. 


Periſh the ſoldier in and deſſ pis'd, 
Who ſtarts from eit when the king criey—os. 


| ALEXANDER. 
O Clytus! O my y noble veteran |! 
*T'was, I remember, when 1 paſs'd the Granicus 
Thy arm preſerv'd me, from unequal force. 
When fierce Icanor and the bold Rheſaces, _ 
Fell both upon me, with two mighty blows, _ 
And clove my temper'd helmet quite © hk 
Then, like a God, flew Clytus to my aid. 
Thy thunder {truck Rheſaces to the . 
And turn d with ready vengeance on . 


CrvTus. 


— e,, 
And ſure your arms did never youove nobler. 


- ALzx- 
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24 
+ 
1/ | 


A 

$ 

1 

oy F 

£ 

9 

5 ; 

- 
— 


Can none remember? Yes, I know a 


2 ALEXANDER THz GREAT, 
ALEXANDER. 


By Heav'n they never did: they never can : 
And I am prouder to have paſs'd that ſtream, 
Than to have drovea million o'er the = 


muſt; 
When glory, like the dazzling eagle, ſtood 


Perch'd on my beaver in the Granick flood; 


When fortune's ſelf-my ſtandard trembling 1 
And the pale fates ſtood frighted on the _— 7 
When each immortal on the billows rode, 


And I re appear'd the nance! _ 


"Anzoraxara. 


Haſte, firſt of be from this fatal — = 
Far, far from Babylon, enjoy your triumph, . 
Or all the lorĩes, which your youth has won, 5 


Are blaſted in their ſpring. 


F meine 


What mean \ thy fears 2 
And 65 c that wild diſtraction on thy brow ? 


ARISTANDER, 


This morn, great king, I view'd the a angry ky, | 


And, frighted at the direful prodigies, ng 


To Oroſmades for inſtruftion flew ; 


But as I pray'd, deep echoing groans I heard, 
And ſhrieks as of the damn'd that howl for ſin, 
Shock'd at the omen, while amaz'd I lay, 

In proſtrate rev'rence on the tremblin oor, 
Thus, in a voice like thunder, ſpoke the God ; 
The brighteſt glory of imperial man, 


The pride of nations, and the boaſt of fame, 


Remorſeneſs fate in Babylon has doomd 
To ſudden and irrevocable ruin, 


Aux; 


\61/TRAGEDY.: 2 
ALEXANDER. 


If Heaven ofdains that Babylon 3 
Can I 42 th* immutable decree ? 


SCENE TV. 
1 CLyTus, LyS1MAcHus, Pabst 


Prabiceas. 
© horror! horror Dreadful and ne 


ALEXANDER, 14 
How now Perdiccas, whence this a > 


PerDICCAS. 


As Meleager and myſelf this morn, 

Led forth the Perſian horſe to exerciſe, 

We heard a noiſe as of a ruſhing wind; © 
When ſuddenly a flight of baleful birds, 
Like a thick cloud, obſcur'd the face of heavint - 
On ſounding wings from difPrent 80 they flew, 
Encount'ring met, and battled in the air; 
Their talons claſh'd, their beaks gave mighty 
| blows, 

And ſhow'rs of blood fell copious from theie 
2 wounds. 


- * *# * 
2 1 
* 


ALEXANDER, 


Though all the curtains of the ſky were en 
And the ſtars wink, young Ammon ſhall go on; 
While my Statira ſhines T cannot ſtay, 

Love lifts his torch to light me on my way, 
And her bright eyes create another day. 


' Lys1Macnvs. it 4; 1 


Vouchſafe, dread fir, to hear my humble fulep x 
A prince intreats it, and, what's more, your kinſ- 
man. 


Avis 
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ALEXANDER. 
A ſoldier aſks it, that's the nobleſt claim. 


LxsiMacnus. 


For all the ſervices my ſword has done, 


Humbly I beg the princeſs Pariſatis. 
ALEXANDER. 


Lyſimachus no more—it is not well —  _ 
y word, you know, was to Hepheſtion giv'n ; 


Ho dare you then but let me hear no more on't. 


 Lys1MacHus. © | 


At your command to ſcale th* embattled wall, 
Or fetch the gore-dy'd ſtandard from the foe, 
When has Hepheſtion flown with warmer zcal? 


When did he — Lyſimachus behind? ” 
| Theſe I have done, for theſe were in my pow'r z 


But when you charge me to renounce my love, 
And from my thoughts to baniſh Pariſatis ; 
Obedience — becomes impoſſible, 

Nature revolts, and my whole ſoul rebels. 


. | ALEXANDER, h 
It does, brave fir !—then hear me, and be dumb. 
When by my order curſt Caliſthenes 
_ as a traytor doom'd to live — torments, 

our pity iped him in deſpight of me. 
Think not Thos forgot your inſolence 
No, tho' I pardon'd it.— Vet, if again | 
Thou dar'ſt to croſs me with another crime, 
The bolts of fury ſhall be doubled on thee. 


In the mean time—think not of Pariſatis ; 
For if thou doſt—by the immortal Ammon 


I'll not regard that blood of mine chou ſhar'ſt, 
But ule thee as the vileſt Macedonian. | + 


 Ly$tMA- 
2 


_ Lyst1Macaus. 
I knew you partial, ere I mov'd my ſuit ; 
Yer know, K thakes not my — 
While I have life and ſtrength to wield a ſword, 
FF b 


ag ALEXANDER, 


inſt my life ha! traitor, was it ſo: 
faid that] am raſh, of hafty humour 
But I appeal to the immortal Gods, 
If ever petty, poor, provincial lord, 
Had temper like to mine? My flave, whom 1 
Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats. 


 CryTvs. 

Snakes dread fir, abs e end of loves 
The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, 
Wou' d die a thouſand deaths, to lerv his prince, 
| 4 | 

LvsStMAacuus. i : 
I meant his minion there, ſhould feel my arm. 5 
Love claims his blood, —— 
In that deſtruction chat awaits his rival. 


ALEXANDRER. 


I pardon thee, for my old Clytus fake. 
But if once more, ehou mention thy raſh love, ” 


N dar'ſt attempt Hepheſtion's precious life, 
r ſuch derm ef indignation on thee, 


N $ rack, Caliſthenes dif 

Shall be delight to what thou ſhe endure. 
Ga = © | 

My bord, the aged queen, with beinen vt 

. aongurtaie es Hear IH GE Wer 


E Euter 


* 


+ 
* 
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$CERE mn 


Alxxanpzx, CLyTvs, HzeunzTION, rale is, 
| and PAR18ATIS. | 


ALEXANDER, 
O thou, as beſt of women, Sy ark, 


Source of my 507 bleſt parent 
SYSIGAMBIS. 


In bumble day to the Gods and you, 1 80 
Permit us, fir, with gratitude to kneel. I 
Thro you the royal houſe of Perſia ſhines, 
| Rais'd from the depth of wretchedneſs and ruin, — 
In all mY een of imperial — 


ALEXANDER. 


Tor meet me an was generouſly, done; 
But ſtil] there wants to crown my happineſs, 
That treaſure of my ſoul, my dear Statira; 
Had ſhe but come to meet her Alexander, 
I had been bleſt indeed, 


my "oO ! 


1 e ire, 
1 Now who ſhall a 
To tell him of the queen's vow ? 
ALEXANDER. : 
2 How fares 


My tove ?—Ha! none anſwer me ! all ſilent ! 
A ſudden horror, like a bolt of ice, 
Shoots to my heart, and numbs the ſeat of life, 


 HeenzsT1ION. 


I would relate i it, but my courage fails me. 
ALEXANDER, 

Why ſtand you all as you were rooted here? 

What will none anſwer ? my Hepheſtion ſilent! - 

If thou haſt any love for Alexander; 


N 


1 ever I obliged dn by my care, 

When thro' the field of death my eye has watch'd | 
thee, 

Reſolve my doubts, and reſcue me from madneſs. 


HepnesT1ON. 


Your mourning queen has no diſcaſe but grief, 
Occaſion'd by the j pangs of love. 
She heard, dread far, (for what can ſcape let: 
That you, regardleſs of your vows at Suſa, 
Had to Roxana's charms reſign'd your heart, 
And revell'd in the joys you once foriwore, 


ALEXANDER. 


I own the feels Somos my riot, 

My reaſon gone, ſeduc'd me to her bed; 

But when I wak'd, I ſhook the Circe off, 
Tho' the enchantreſs held me by the arm, 
And wept and gaz'd with all the force of love : 


Nor griev'd I leſs for that which I had done, 
Than when at Thais ſuir, enrag'd with wine, 
I ſet the fam'd Perſepolis on fire. | 
HeeHesT1ION. 

Your queen Statira, in the of grief, 
And agony of deſp'rate love "Is ſworn, 
Never to {ce your majeſty again. 
| | ALEXANDER. 

O!] madam, has ſhe, has Statira ſworn, 
Never to ſee her Alexander more? 
Impoſſible ! ſhe cou'd not, wou'd not fweer | it. 
Is ſhe not gentle as the guileleſs infant, 
Mild as the genial breezes of the ſpring, 
And ſofter than the melting ſighs of love ? 

_ ParigaTis. 

With ſorrow, ſir, I heard the ſolemn vow ; 
My mother heard it, and in vain adjur'd her, 


By every tender motive, to recall it. 
I Sy81- 
* 
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SyYSIGAMBIS. 


But with that fierceneſs ſhe reſents her wrongs, 
Dwells on your fault, and heightens the offence, 
That I could wiſh your majeſty forget her. 

ALEXANDER. | 
Ha! could you wiſh me to forget Statira ! 
The ſtar, which brightens Alexander's life, 
His guide by day, and goddeſs of his nights ! 
1 feel her now; ſhe beats in every pulſe, 
Throbs at my heart, and circles with my blood. 
 SyYSIGAMBIS. 
Have patience, fon, and truſt to Heav'n and me; 
If my authority has —＋ 4 — 4 
I will exert it, and ſhe ſhall be yours. 
ALEXANDER. . 
Haſte, madam, haſte, if you would have me live. 
Fly, ere, for ever; ſhe abjure the world, 
And ſtop the ſad proceſſion ; and Pariſatis, 
Hang thou about her, waſh her feet with tears. 
Nay, haſte ; the breath of Gods, and eloquence 


Of angels, go along with you. Oh! my * 
SCENE V. 
LysiuAchus, ALEXANDER, CLvrus. 


LysiuAcuus. | 
Now let your majeſty, who feels the pangs 
Of diſappointed love, reflect on mine. 
ALEXANDER. 
Ha! | 
| Cr vrus. 
What are you mad ? Is this a time to plead? 


Lys 


2 


a TRAGE D v. _ 


Ly$stmacnus, 
8 1 cies be cars nor now be ba 
Leſt Heav'n, in juſtice, ſhould 
And double ery pang which be —__— 
ALEXANDER. 
Why doſt thou tempt me thus to al 
S — 


LIAM Ans. 


Away. N PI! not reſign 
Till firſt ve drench'd it in my ri 


ALEXANDER, | 
I charge you kill him not z take him alive: 
The Bp os of kings ie nor 
And I will find a way to tame this rebel. 


CLyTvus. 
Seats I ſee rage light'ning in his bn 
LIST NMAcnus. 


I neither hope nor will I ſue for pardon z 
Had I my ſword and liberty again, 


Again I would attempt his favourite's heart. 
ALEXANDER. 


Hence, from my ſight, and bear him to a dungeon. 
— give this lion to a lion; 


None ſpeak for him; fly; ſtop his mouth, away. 


om 


SCENE 


2 ALEXANDER THz GREAT. 
SCENE VI. 


r 1 e & 
> rus f 


This comes of women the reſult of love. 

Yet were I heated now with wine, I doubt 

1 er nnen in this fool's behalf. 
Alx Aub KR © 95.1 

Come hither, Clytus, and my friend Hepheſtion; > 

Lend me your arme, for I am ſick of th ſudden. 

I fear, betwixt Statira's cruel vows, K 

And fond Roxana's arts, your king will fall. 


Crus. 
Better the race of women were deſtroyed, 
And Perſia ſunk in everlaſting ruin. 
Her ESTION. 


Look up, my lord, and bend not thus your head, | 
As if you purpos'd to forſake the world, 
Which you have greatly won. 


ALEXANDER. 


Wou'd I had not ; * 
There's s no true joy in ſuch unweildy fortune. | 
Eternal gazers laſting troubles make; | 
All find my ſpots, but few obſerve my brightneſs. 
Stand from about me all, and give me air 

Yes, I will ſhake this Cupid from my foul 

I'll fight the feeble God with war's alarms, 

Or drown his pow'r in fields of hoſtile blood. 

Grant me, great Mars, once more in arms to ſhine, 
And break, like light'ning, thro' th' embattled line; 
Thro! fields of death to whirl the rapid carr, 

And blaze amidſt the thunder of the war, 
Reſiſtleſs as the bolt that rends the grove, 

Or greatly periſh like the ſon of Jove. 


END oF THe SECOND Acr. 


ACT. ur. SCENE I. 


An open Curt. Trumpets ſounding a dead March. 
Lys1MAcnus led priſoner. Euumurs, Prabiceas, 
ram and Guards. 


' - PaRISATIS. dal I] 
Stay, my Li hus a moment ſtay! f/ — 
O whither art thou going !—Hold a moment! 
Unkind ! thou kao ſt my life was wrapt in thine, 
Why would'it thou on to-worle than an death & EX» 


poſe me Lie 2d nx cos To 
benennen! N ονν b 


O way t thou lee! in joys without lay? 

Grant it, ye Gods] a better fortune waits ge! 
Live and en joy it — tis my dying vim. 
While to ho grave the loſt Lyſimachus + a 
Alone retires, and bids the world Adieu. : 


ban 3 


Even in "that grave will Pariſatis 991 5 thee: wv. K3 
Yes, cruel man! not death jſp ſhall 2 93 
A mother's pow'r, a ſiſter's ſoft ning tears, 

With all the fury of a tyrant's frown, 


Shall nor compel, me to gutlive thy loſs. 


e 3h Lysmaenus. | of 
Were I 0 be til natureꝰs ſelf decay'd, OR 
This.wond'rous waſte of unexa love, 
I never could repay.— O Patiſatis 
Thy charms might fire a coward into 
How mult they a& then on A ſoul mo comes. 
Defenceleſs and unarm'd, I he for thee, 


And may, perhaps, compel th” aſtoniſh'd Fu] 


+» 
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Of vengeance, 


-This wild rage elſe may er FRI. 


32 ALEXANDER 1H GREAT. 
And force the Marg that I deſerve thee. 


Eumenes, take the princeſs to thy charges | 
Away, Perdiccas, my ſoul's on fire. 


SCENE ll. The Palace. 
Rox Ax A, CASSANDER. 


' ROXANA. 


Deſerted ! faid'ſt thou ? for a girl banden d! 
A puny girl made up of watry elements! 
Shall the embrace the god of my defires, 

And triumph in the heart Roxana claims ? 


|  CASSANDER. 
0 princeſs ! had you ſeen his wild deſpair! 


Had you beheld him when he heerd her vow, 


Words wou'd but wrong the agonies he felt : 

He fainted thrice, and life ſeem'd fled for ever; 

And when by our aſſiduous care recall'd, 

He ſnatch'd his ſword, and aim'd it at his breaſt, 

Then rail d at you with moſt unheard of curſcs. 
Roxana. 

If I forget it, may'ſt thou, Jove, deprive me 

* me the moſt wretched thing 

On earth, while living, and when dead, 2 loweſt 

And — of thefiends, | ; 


| Cas8AnDER, 


Oh nobly ſaid, 
Joſt is the — which inflames your * 
Your wrongs demand r | 


Away, away, and a whirlwind room; 


Madneſs but meanly repreſents my toil; 


Pride, indignation, fury and contempt, 
Wer wy —— FINE 


Ca- 


T4 LT RVANGIEDAE.. 1b 

.Cas8AaNnDER, 

O think not I wou'd check your boldeſt flights - 

No—l approve em, and will aid your ven 
But, princeſs, let us chuſe the ſafeſt courſe, 

Or we may give our fors new cauſe of triumph, 

Should they difcover, and prevent our purpoſe. 
| po . NORAND.. 4; 

Fear not, Caſſander, nothing ſhall prevent it; 
Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate. 
My ſoul from childhood has aſpir'd to empire z 
In early non-age I was us'd to reign 
Among my ſhe companions : I deſpis dd 
The trifling arts, and little wiles of women, 
And taught 'em, with an Amazonian ſpirit, 
To win the ſteed, to chaſe the foaming boar, 
And conquer man, the lawleſs charter d ſavage. 


- 


5 Cass AN DER. we 

Her words, her looks, her every motion fires me 

| Rr USE 1 
But when I heard of Alexander's fame, 
How with a handful he had vanquiſh'd millions, 
Spoil'd all the Eaſt, and captive held our queens; 
While, like a god, unconquer'd by their charms, 
With heav'nly pity he aſſwag'd their woes, 
Dry'd up their tears, and ſooth'd em into peace; 
] hung attentive on my father's lips, 
And wiſh'd him tell the wond'rous tale again. 
No longer pleaſing were my former ſparts ; 
Love had its turn, and all the woman reign'd. 
 Involuntary ſighs heav'd in my brealt, 
And glowing bluſhes crimſon'd on my cheek; 
Ev'n.in my flumbers I have often mourn'd, 
In plaintive ſounds, and murmur'd Alexander. 


* Cas- 
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CASSANDER. 
Curſe on his name — ſhe dotes upon him ſtill. 
„„ 5 


At length this conqueror to Zogdia came, 
And, cover'd o'er with laurels, ſtorm'd the city: 
But, Oh! Caſſander, where ſhall I find words 
To paint the extatic tranſports of my foul | 
When, midſt a circle of unrival'd beauties, 

I ſaw myſelf diſtinguiſh'd by the hero. 

With artleſs rapture receiv'd his vows, 

The warmeſt ſure that ever lover breath'd, 

Of fervent love, andeverlaſting truth. 


 _ CASSANDER. 


And need you then be told, thoſe times are paſt ! 
Statira now engroſſes all his thought: 
The Perſian queen, without a rival, reigns 


Sole miſtreſs of his heart—nor can thy charms, 
The brighteſt ſure that ever woman boaſted, 
Nor all his vows of everlaſting love, 


Secure Roxana from diſdain and inſult; 
| Roxana. 


O] thou haſt rouz'd the lion in my ſoul ; 


Ha! ſhall the daughter of Darius hold him? 
Shall that weak Semele embrace my Jove? | 


CassAN DER. 


Oh queen ! exert, exert that tow'ring ſpirit, 
By nature form'd to keep the world in awe. 


Rox ANA. 


Tes, *tis reſolv'd; I will reſume my ſphere, 


Or, falling, ſpread a general ruin round me. 
Roxana and Statira, they are names 


That 


0 . . 
* 


A TRAGEDY: 


That ma for ever jarr, like claſhing clouds "TY 
When they encounter, thunders mult enſue. 
. CASSANDER. 


Behold, ſhe comes, in all the pomp of ſorrow, 
Determin'd to fulfil her lime vin vow 4 


SCENE u. 


Roxana, SYSIGAMBIS, STATIRAZ 
Roxx A. 
Away, and let us mark th? important ſcene. 
SYSIGAMBIS, 


8 my Statira ! how has paſſion chang'd thee! 


Think in the rage of diſappointed love, 
If treated thus, and hurried to extremes, 


What Alexander may denounce againſt us ; 
* the poor remains of loſt Darius 


SrA TINA. 


O fear not that, I know he will be kind, 
For my ſake kind, to you and Pariſatis. 
Tell him I rail'd not at his falſchood to me, | 
But with my parting breath ſpoke kindly of him ; 
Tell him I wept at our divided loves, | 
And, ſighing, ſent a laſt forgiveneſs to him. 
SYSIGAMBIS. 
No; I can ne'er again preſume to meet him, 
Never approach the much-wrong'd Alexander, 
If thou refuſe to ſee him—©O Statira ! 1 
Thy aged mother, and thy weeping country, 
Claim thy regard, and challenge thy co r 3 
Hear us, my child, and lift us from de 
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e STATIRA. | 

Thus low, I caſt me at your royal feet, 

To bath them with my tears; or, if you pleaſe, 

I'll let out life, and waſn 'em with my blood. 

But, I conjure you, not to rack my ſoul, an | 

Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfect madneſs 4 

Should now Darius' awful ghoſt appear, 

And you, my mother, ſtand beſeeching by, 

I would perliſt to death, and keep my vow. 


Roxana: 

This fortitude of ſoul compels my wonder, 

_ Syu106aMBIs, 
Hence, ooh my ſight! ungrateful wretch, bg 

one 

And hide thee where bright virtue never ſhone z 
For, in the ſight of Heaven, I here renounce, 
And caſt thee off an alien to my blood. 2 


SCENE w. 


Roxana, STATIRA. 


| Roxana. | 
Forgive, great queen, th* intruſion of a ſtranger | 

With grief Roxana ſees Statira weep | 

Pve heard, and much applaud your fix'd refolve, 

To quit the world for Alexander's fake; 

And yet I fear, ſo greatly he adores you, 

That he will rather chuſe to die of ſorrow, 

Than live for the deſpis'd Roxana's_charms, 

3 W 
Spare, madam, ſpare your counterfeited fears; 
Tou know your beauty, and have prov'd its pow'r; 
Tho' humbly born, have you not captive held, 

| 


In 


AG ATTAAH440 TID V,:. 4 T7 
Kid ſoft chains, the oonqu ror of the world? 


Away to libertines, and boaſt thy conquelt z 
A ſhameful conqueſt : in his hours of riot. 
When wine prevail'd, and virtve loſt its influence, 
Then, only then, Roxana could Og 
My Alexander's heart. 


Rox ANA. 


Affected girl, 
To me romantic grove's ſequeſter d gloom, 
Thy ſickly virtue wou'd, it ſeems, retire, 
To ſhun the triumphs of 2 favour'd rival. 
In vain raw fiy't—tor there, ev'n there Pl haunt 
thee 
Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night: ET 
There ſhalt thou hear, in what extatic joy, 
Roxana revels with the firſt of men; ER; 
And as thou hear'ſt the rapt'rous ſcene - IT, 
With frantic jealouſy thou'lt madly curſe 
Thy own weak charms, that © 0” not fix the 
rover, 


 STaTIR * 


How wet is woman ! at the ſtorm ſhe Meinks, | 
Dreads the drawn ſword, and trembles ar the thun- 
| - "Fs 
Yet when ſtrong jealouſy inflimes her ſoul, 
The ſword may 3 — and the tempeſt roar, 
She ſcorns the danger, and provokes her fate. 
Rival, I thank thee. Thou haſt 51d my l. 
And rais'd a ſtorm beyond thy pow'r to la; 
Soon ſhalt thou — hg — 2 effects, _ | 
And curſe, too late, the Tg that undid thee, 


| Roxana. 
Sur the diſdain'd Statira dares not mean it. 


STA- 
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'STATIRA. | 


B all my s of happineſs I dare : 
And my hopes of h woman, what a mother's 


threats, 


A fiſter's fighs, and Alexander's tears, 


Cou'd not effect, thy rival rage hath done. 
I' fee the king, in ſpight of all I ſwore, 
Tho' curſt, that thou may'ſt never rice him more. 


SCENE V. 


ALEXANDR, HeenesT1ON, Crrrus, STATIRA, 
| Roxana. ' | 


ALEXANDER, 


O my Statira !—thou relentleſs fair! 
Turn thine eyes on mel would talk to them : 
What ſhall I ſay to work upon thy ſoul ? 
What words, what looks, can melt thee to for- 
: - giveneſs? 

SrATIRA. 


Talk of Roxana, and the conquer'd Indies; 
Thy great adventures, and ſucceſsful love, 
And I will liſten to the rapt'rous tale; 
But rather ſhun me, ſhun a deſperate wretch, 


Reſign'd. to ſorrow, and eternal woe, 


| ALEXANDER, 


O11 could die, with tranſport, die before thee ! 
Wou'dſt thou but, as I lay convuls'd in death, 


_ Caſt a kind look, or drop a tender tear. 


Say, but *rwas pity, one ſo fam d in arms, 
One who has *ſcap'd a thouſand deaths in battle, 


For the firſt fault, ſhould fall a wretched victim, 


To jealous anger, and offended love. 


Rox- 


A'TRAGTEDY.': w. 
RoxANA. „ 


Am then fall'n ſo low in thy eſteem, 

That for another thou wou'd(t rather die, 

Than live for me? How am I altered, tell me, 
Since laſt at Suſa, with repeated oaths, 

You ſwore the conqueſt of the world, aſſorded 
Leſs j joy, leſs glory, chan Roxana's love. | 


| ALEXANDER. 
Take, take that conquer'd world, diſpole of 
, crowns, 
And canton out the empires of the globe 
But leave me, madam, with repentant tears, 
And undifſembled ſorrows, to atone - 
The wrongs I've offer'd to this injur'd excellence. 


Roxana. | 
Tes, I will 80, ungrateful as thou art! 
Bane to my life, and murd'rer of my peace 


I will be gone; this laſt diſdain has cur'd me. 
But have a care I warn you not to truſt me, 
Or by the Gods that witneſs to thy perjuries, 
Pl raiſe a fire, that ſhall conſume you both, 
Tho! I partake the ruin. 


SCENE VI. 


STATIRA, ALEXANDER; 3 carron. 


STATIRA. 


2 Alexander 
Immortal Gods ! can =_ appear ſo lovely? 


Yet, yet I pardon, I forgive thee all. 
ALEXANDER, 


Forgive me all O catch the heav'nly ſounds; 
Catch 'em ye winds, and, as you fly, diſperſe 
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The rapt'rous tidings, thro' the extended world, 
That all may ſhare in Alexander's joy. 


SySIGAMBIS. 


Now all thy mother's bleſſing fall upon thee, 
My ever dear, my beſt belov'd Statira. | 


ALEXANDER. 


Is it then giv'n me, thus to touch thy hand, 
And preſs thy beauties to my panting boſom, 
. To gaze upon thy eyes, and taſte thy breath? 
While ev'ry ſigh comes forth ſo fraught with 
ſweets, | 
*Tis incenſe to be offer'd to a God. 


SrATIRA. 


Yes, dear deceiver, I forgive thee all, 

But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue z 
For while I hear thee, my reſolves give way : 
Be therefore quick, and take thy laſt farewel ; 
Farewel, my love, —Eternally farewel ! 


ALEXANDER. 
O my Hepheſtion, bear me, or I ſink. 
Why, why Statira, will you uſe me thus ? 
J know the cauſe, my working brain divines it; 
You ſay you've pardon'd, bur with this reſerve, 
Never again to bleſs me with your love, 
| | STATIRA. | 
All- ſeeing Heav'n ſupport me. . 
| ALEXANDER, 

Es | Speak to me. 
Speak to me, love, tho' baniſhment and death 
Hang on thy lips, yet while thy tongue pronounces 
The muſic will a while ſuſpend my pains, 
And mitigate the horrors of deſpair, © 
_ O! cov'd I fee you thus! 


STA» 


A TRAGEDY. 4 
STATIRA, 
Why did I ſwear ! his ſorrows wound my heart, 

Soft pity pleads, and 7 muſt love him; 

But I have ſworn, and therefore cannot yield. 

ALEXANDER, | 

Go then, inhuman, triumph in my pains, 

| Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart, 

For now *tis plain you never lov'd. Statira! 

O ! I cou'd found that charming cruel name, 

Till the tir'd echo faint with repetition 

Till all the breathleſs groves, and quiet myrtles, 

Shook with my ſighs, as if a tempeſt bow'd em. 

Ever Statira! nothing but Statira! 

| STATIRA. | 
Such was his looks, ſo melting was his voice, 

Such his ſoft ſighs, and his deluding tears, | 

When with that pleaſing perjur'd breath avowing, 

His whiſpers trembled thro' my cred'lous ears, 

And told the ſtory of my utter ruin. 

| Gods! if I ſtay, I ſhall again believe: 

Farewel, thou greateſt pleaſure, greateſt pain. 

ALEXANDER, 

I ch e, ſtay her; ſtay her by the Gods 

O 4 pos thou bewitching brightneſs, turn; 

Hear my laſt words, and ſee my dying pangs. 

Lo! at your feet, behold a manarch falls, 

A prince, who gave the conquer'd world to thee, 

And thought thy love bought cheaply with the 


£ 


ift; 5 
| Whoſe ot laurels, bloom bur in thy ſmiles, 
Now ſhrunk and blaſted by thy cruel hate, 
Untimely falls. Yet, Oh! when thou ſhalt die, 


May death be mild as thou art crucl now; _ 
. Q-- And 


' 
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And may thy beauties gently fink to earth, 

While circling angels waft thee to repoſe. 
SYSIGAMBIS, 


Art th6u turn'd ſavage ? Is thy heart of marble ? 
But if this poſture move thee not to pity, 
I never will ſpeak more. 


ALEXANDER. 


| O my Statira ! 
I ſwear, my queen, I'll not outlive our parting. 


My foul grows ſtill as death. Say, wilt thou 


ardon ? y 


Tis all T aſk. Wilt thou forgive the tranſports 


Of a deep wounded heart, and all is well? 
STATIRA, 5 ä 
Riſe, and may Heav'n forgive you, like Statira. 
ALEXANDER. 


You are too gracious.—Clyrtus, bear me hence. 
When I am laid i' th' earth yield her the world. 
There's ſomething here, that heaves as cold as ice, 
That ſtops my breath. Farewel, farewel for ever! 


STATIRA. 2 


Hold off, and let me run into his arms: 
My life, my love, my lord, my Alexander, 


If chy Statira's love can give thee joy, 


Revive, and be immortal as the Gods. 


ALEXANDER. 
My flutt'ring heart, tumultuous with its bliſs, 
Wou'd leap into thy boſom : *tis too much. 
O let me preſs thee in my eager arms, - 
And ſtrain thee hard to my tranſported breaſt, 


STATIRA, 
But ſhall Roxana | 


Alkx- 


A TRAGEDY. 43 
Arxxxaxprx. 1 
Let her not be nam' d. 
O! madam how ſhall I repay your goodneſs ? 
And you, my fellow warriors, who cou'd weep 
For your loſt king? But talk of grief no more, 
The banquet waits, and I invite you all. 
My equals in the throne, as in the grave, 
Without diſtinction come, and ſhare my joy. 
3 CLiyTus. 
Excuſe me, fir, if I for once am abſent. 
1 ALEXANDER. 
Excuſe thee, Clytus ? none ſhall be excus'd. 
All revel out the day, tis my command, 
Gay as the Perſian ourſelf will ſtand, 
With a crown'd goblet in our lifted hand; 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, 
While antic meaſures beat the burthen'd ground, 
And to _ vaulted ſkies our trumpets clangors 
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. 


CLyTus, HerassTION, EvUMENES., 


CLyTvus. | 


RGE me no more, I hate the Perſian dreſs, 
Nor ſhould the king be angry at the 
revrenee 1 | 
I owe my country; — ſacred are her cuſtoms, 
And honeſt Clyrus will to death obſerve *em, 
O let me rot in Macedonian rags, 
Or, like Caliſthenes, be cag'd for life, 
Rather than ſhine in faſhions of the Eaſt. 


EUMENES. 
Let me, brave Clytus, as a friend, intreat youz 
HepnesT10N. 


What virtue is there that adorns a throne, 

Exalts the heart, and dignifies the man, | 
Which ſhines not brightly in our royal maſter f 
And yet perverſely you'll oppoſe his will, | 
And thwart an innocent unhurtful humour, 


CLyTvus. 


Unhurtful ! Oh! 'tis monſtrous affectation! 
Pregnant with venom, in its nature black, 

And not to be excus'd !|—Shall man, weak man, 
Exact the rev'rence which we pay to Heaven! 
And bid his fellow creatures kneel before him, 
And yet be innocent? Hepheſtion, no! 
The pride that lays a claim to adoration, 
Inſults our reaſon, and provokes the Gods. 


Evuz- 


A TRAGEDY. 4 


 FEvuMrnts. 


Yet what was Jove, the God whom odds 
Was he not once a man, and rais'd to Heavin | 
For gen'rous acta, and virtues more than human ? 
HeeKESTION. 
By all his thunder, and his ſov'reign pow'r, 
I'll not believe the world yct ever felt 
An arm like Alexander's. Not that God 
You nam'd, tho' riding in a carr of fire, 
Cou d in a ſhorter ſpace do greater deeds, 
Or more effectually have taught mankind, 
To bend ſubmiſſive, and confeſs his ſway. 


CLyTvs. 


I tell you, boy, that Clytus loves the king 
As well as you, or any Lidier here 

Yet I diſdain to ſooth Nis growing pride: 
The hero charms me, but the God offends. 


Hernxsrion. 
Then go not to the banquet. 
CLyTvs. 
I was bid, 
Young minion, was I not, as well as you? 
4 , my friend, in this old habit, thus, 
laugh and drink the king's health heartily ; 
And pn 3k bluſhing, bow your heads to 


| . hide * in the pg pg erect, 
traight as a ſpear, the pillar of my Ty 
And be by ſo much nearer to the 


HEBPHESTION. 
But ſee, the king appears. 


SCENE 
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SCENE E * 


ALEXANDER, STATIRA, SYSIGAMBIS, PARISATIS, 
| and Attendants, res Set. 


 PaRIsSaTIs. 
| Oh gracious monarch! 
Spare him, O ſpare Lyſimachus's life 
I know you will- the brave delight in mercy, 
F ALEXANDER, 
Shield me, Statira, ſhield me from her ſorrows. 


Par 1SATIS. 


Save him, O fave him, ere it be too late; 

Speak the kind word, let not your ſoldier periſh, 
For one raſh action, by deſpair occaſion'd ! 

I'll follow thus, for ever on my knees; 

You ſhall not paſs. Statira! O intreat him 


ALEXANDER. 


O! madam, take her, take her from about me ! 
Her ſtreaming eyes aſſail my very ſoul, 
And ſhake my belt reſolves, 
STATIRA. | 
1 Did I not break 
Thro' all for you? Nay, now my lord, you muſk, 
By all th' obedience I have paid you long, 


By allfyour paſſion, ſighs, . and tender looks, 
O ſave a prince, whoſe only crime is love. 


SYSIGAMBIS. 

J had not join'd in this bold ſuit, my ſon, 
But that it adds new luſtre to your honours. 
1 ALEXANDER. FA 
Honour! what's that! has not Statira ſaid it? 


Were I the king of the blue firmament, 
3 Fr rm od 


4 TA DUN &* 


And the bold Titans ſhould again make war, 

ep reſiſtleſs thunders were prepar d, 
all p: Gods ſhe ſhould arreſt my arm, 
Uplified to deſtroy em. Fly, Hepheſtion 

Fly, Clytus ; ſnatch him from the jaws of 4 

And to the royal banquet bring him ſtreight, 

him in triumph. fie for Joads of honour, 


SCENE m. 


STATIRA, ALEXANDER. 


__ STATIRA, 
O my lov'd lord] why are you thus obliging, 
Beyond expreſſion, kind ? 


ALEXANDER, 


Excellent woman ! 
Tis not in nature to ſupport ſuch joy. 


STATIRA. 


Go, my beſt love, unbend you at the banquet : 
Indulge in joy, and laugh your cares away; 
While in the bowers of great Semiramis, 

I dreſs your bed with all the ſweets of nature, 
And crown it, as the altar of our loves; 
Where I will ay me down, and ſoftly mourn, 
But never cloſe my eyes, till you return. 


SCENE NV. 


ALEXANDER, 


Is ſhe not more than mortal can deſire ? 

As Venus lovely, and as Dian chaſte ? 

And yet, I know not why, our parting ſhocks ny 
A ghaſtly paleneſs fat upon her brow ; 

Her voice, like dying echoes, fainter grew 3 


„ ALEXANDER rA GREAT. 


And as I wrung her by the roſy fingers, 
Methought --' ſtrings of my great heart were 
crack'd : 
What could it mean? Forward, Leomadus. 
SCENE YV. 


ALEXANDER, RoxANA, CASSANDER, PoLyPzR< 
CHON, &c. £0 
Why, madam, gaze you thus ? 
ä 
| For a laſt look, 
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs, 
Roxana's wrongs, on Alexander's mind. 
| ALEXANDER, 


On to the banquet. 
SCENE VI. 


Roxana, CASSANDER,' POLYPERCHON 


Rox ANA. 


Ha ! with ſuch diſdain ! 
So unconcern'd ! OI could tear myſelf, 
Him, you, and all the hateful world, to atoms; 
CASSANDER, | 
Still keep this ſpirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 
And know us for your friends. We like your rage; 
Tis lovely in you, and your wrongs require it; 
Here, in the ſight of Heaven, Caſſander ſwears, 
 Unaw'd by death, to ſecond your 3 
Speak but the word, and, ſwift as thought can fly, 
The tyrant falls a victim to your fury, | 
Roxana. 
Shall he then die ? ſhall I conſent to kill him ? 


I, that have lov'd him with that eager fondneſs, 
Shall I conſent to have him baſely murder'd, 
1 And 


A TRAGEDY. „ 
And ſee him claſp'd in the cold arms of death? | 
Worlds ſhould not tempt me to the deed of horror, 


Por vrch. 
The weak fond ſcruples of your love might paſs, 
Was not the empire of the world — : * 
But, madam, think when time ſhall teach his 


ur 
How will the glorious infant, which you bear, 
Arraign his partial mother, for refuſing 
To fix him on the throne, which here we offer? 


CassAN DER. 


If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 

Nor will your child. Old Syſigambis plans 

Your ſure deſtruction. Boldly then, prevent her, 
Give but the word, and Alexander dies. 


Por vrrxcnon. 


Not 1e the Perſian race ſhall bleed. 
At your command, one univerſal ruin, 
Shall, like a deluge, whelm the Eaſtern world, 


Till gloriouſly we raiſe you to the throne, 
But, till the mighty ruin be accompliſh'd, 
Where can Roxana fly th' avenging arms 
Of thoſe who muſt ſucceed this godlike man? 


5 CASSANDER, 

Wou'd you vouchſafe in theſe expanded arms 

To ſeek a refuge, what cou'd hurt you here ? 
There you might reign, with undiminiſh'd luſtre, 
Queen of the Eaſt, and empreſs of my foul, _ 


H 
* 
* 


Rox · 
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Roxana. 

Diſgrac'd Roxana ! whither art thou fall'n? 

Till this curſt hour, I never was unhappy : 


There's not one mark of former majeſty, 
To awe the ſlave, that offers at my honour. 


CASSANDER, 


Impute not, madam, my unbounded paſſion 
To want of rev'rence—l have lov'd you long. 


Rox ANA. 


Peace, villain, peace, and let me hear no more. 
Think'ſt thou I'd leave the boſom of a God, | 
And ſtoop to thee, thou moving peace of earth? 
Hence, from my ſight, and never more preſume 
To meet my eyes; for, mark me, if thou dar'ſt, 
To Alexander I'll unfold thy treaſon , 

Whoſe life, in ſpite of all his wrongs to me, 
Shall ſtill be ſacred, and above thy malice. 


_ Cag6anDER. | 
By own life, the greateſt oath, I ſwear, 
Caſſander's paſſion from this hour is dumb 
And, as the beſt atonement I can make, 
Statira dies, the victim of your vengeance, 
Rox ANA. 
Caſſander, riſe, tis ample expiation. 
Yes, rival, yes— this night ſhall be thy laſt. 
This night, I know, is deſtin'd for thy triumph, 
And gives my Alexander to thy arms. "i 
Oh! murd'rous thought |! 
PoLYPERCHON. 


The bow'rs of great Semiramis are made 
The ſcene of love; Perdiccas holds the guard. 


3 Ca 


"DT ARAA GETD-Y Si 
CASSANDER. 

Now is your time. While Alexander revels, 
And the whole court re-echoes with his riot, 
Toend her, and with herto end your fears, 

Give me but half the Zogdian — that wait you, 
And deem her dead. Nor ſhall a ſoul eſcape, 
Thar ſerves your rival to diere the news. 


Roxana. 
By me, they die, Perdiccas and Statira z 
Hence with thy aid, I neither aſk nor want it, 
But will myſelf conduct the ſlaves to battle: 
Were ſhe to fall by any arm but mine, 
Well might ſhe murmur, and arraiga her ſtars; 
*Tis life well loft to die by my command; 
Ker moſt it be to periſh by my hand ? 
joice, and, pleas'd, refign thy breath, 
Roxana's e grants thee noble death, 


SCENE VII. 
Cas8awnDER, POLYPERCHON, PHILIP, THESSALUS. 


CASSANDER, 
All * her Jove this Semele diſdains. + 
We mult be 3 may perhaps betray 
The great deſign, and fruſtrate our revenge. 

__ PoLyPERCHON, 

Has Philip got inſtructions how to act 

 CASSANDER. 
He * my friend; and. faithful to out cauſe, 
Reſolves to execute the fatal order. 
Bear him this vial—it contains a poiſon 
Of that exalted force, that deadly nature, 
Shou'd Aw drink it, in five hours 

H 2 (Far 


3 ALEXANDER Tn GREAT. 


(For then it works) the God himſelf were mortal, 
] drew it from Nonacris' horrid ſpring; 

Mix'd with his wine, a ſingle drop gives death, 
And ſends him howling to the ſhades below. 


PoLYPERCHON. 


1 know its power, for I've ſeen it try'd ; 

Pains of all forts thro' every nerve and artery 

At once it ſcatters—burns at once and freezes, 
Tili, by extremity of torture forc'd, 

The ſoul conſents to leave her joyleſs home, | 
And ſeek for eaſe in worlds unknown to this. 


Cass Ad DER. 


Now let us part: with Theſſalus and Philip 

Haſte to the banquet—at his ſecond call, 

Let this be given him, and it crowns our hopes, 
Now, Alexander, now we'll ſoon be quits, 
Death for a blow is intereſt indeed, 


SCENE VII. 


ALEXANDER, Prices, CaSSAnDER, Pol v- 
 PERCHON, EUMENES, diſcovered at the Ban- 
C 


ALEXANDER. 


To our immortal health, and our fair queen's : 
All drink it deep; and while the bowl goes round, 
Mars and Belona join to make us mulic, 

An hundred bulls be offer'd to the ſun, 

White as his beams: ſpeak the big voice of war; 
Beat all our drums, ana found our ſilver trumpets ; 
Provoke the Gods to follow our example, 

In bowls of nectar, and replying thunder. 


SCENE 


"ATRAGRD F. _ 


SCENE IX. 


ArrxanDER, Perpiccas, CASSANDER, POLY» 
PERCHON, EuMEnss, CLyYTus, Hzrnzsrion, 
and LystuAcuus bloody. 

| Cet vrus. 

Long live the king ; long live great Alexanderz 

And eonqueſtcrown his arms with deathleſs laurels, 

Propitious to his friends, and all he favours. 
; ALEXANDER, 
Did I not give command ſhould preſerve 
Laue ee = * 


HeupHESTION. 
Dread Sir, you did. 
ALEXANDER. 


Portend theſe bloody marks ? 
HrzygESTION. 

| Ere we arriv'd, 
Perdiccas had already plac'd the prince . 
Ina a lone court, all but his hands unarm dt. 

| A r 
On them were gauntlets; ſuch was his deſire, 
In death to ſhew the difference betwixt 8 
The blood of Eacus and common men. 
Forth iſſuing from his den, amaz'd we ſaw 
The horrid ſavage, with whoſe hideous roar 
The palace ſhook. His angry eye balls glaring 
With tripple fury, menac'd death and ruin. 

HeynesTION. 

With unconcern the gallant prince advanced: 
Now Pariſatis be the glory thine, mm 
But mine the danger, were his only words; 
For as he ſpoke, the furious beaſt deſcried him, 
And ruſh'd outrageous to devour his prey. 
= — Cirrus 


r ALEXANDER Txt GREAT. _ - 


: .-- * Ciyrvs. 

Agile and vigorous, he avoids the ſhock 
ich a flight blow; and, as the lion turn'd, 

Thruſt gauntlet, arm, and all into his throat, 

And with Herculean ſtrength tears forth the tong ue: 

Foaming and bloody, the diſabled ſavage 

Sunk to the earth, and ploughed it wich his teeth; 

While with an active bound your conquering ſoldier, 

Leap'd on his back, and daſh'd his ſcull in pieces. 


ALEXANDER. 


By all my laurels twas a god-like act; 
And 'tis my glory, as it ſhall be thine, 
That Alexander cou'd not pardon thee. 
O! my brave ſoldier, think not, all the pray'rs 
And tears of the lamenting queens cou'd move me 
Like what thou haſt perform'd; grow to my breaſt. 


> . Ly$tMACHUS. 


Thus, fef-condemn'd, and conſcious of my guilt, 
How ſhall 1 ſtand ſuch unexampled goodneſs, 
O pardon, Sir, the tranſports of deſpair, 

The frantic outrage of ungovern'd loye. | 
Even when I ſhew'd the greateſt want of reverence, 
I cou'd have died, with rapture, in your ſervice. 


ALEXANDER, 


Lyſimachus, we both have been tranſported ; 

But from this hour be certain of my heart. 

A lion be the impreſs of thy ſhield, 

And that gold armour we from Porus won, 

Thy king preſents thee—bur thy wounds aſł reſt. 


Lys1Macaus. 


- 


LvsS1MACHVS. 
have no wounds, dread Sir; or, 2 
Were 3 mortal, they ſhould ow iy un 
Whea Alexander was the glorious health. 


_ "ALEXANDRER.. 


1. hand, Hepheſtion, Cl bim to thy heart, 
And wear him ever ncar . imo thy 
Shall now be his who ſerves me beſt } in war. 


Neither reply, but, mark the charge I give: 


Live, live as friends—You will you you * 
Tis a 654 gives you life. 
Cr rus. 
| O!] monſt'rous vanity ! 
| ALEXANDER. | 
Ha what "ON Clytus ? Who am Ir 
Crx rus. 
The ſon 
Of good king Philip. 
ALEXANDER. 
By my kindred gods, | 
"Tis falle. Great Ammon gave me birth. 
bs Tre done. 
ALEXANDER. 
Clytus, whet means that dreſs ? Give him a robe 
D : 
Take it, and wear it. 
CriyTvs. 


Sir, the wine, the weather 


Has heated me; beſides, you know my humour. 
ALsx- 


56 ALEXANDER THz GREAT. 
ALEXANDER: 2 
O, 'tis not well: I'd rather periſh, burn, | 
Than be ſo ſingular and froward. 


Civ rus. "pk 
Would burn, hang, drown, but in a better cauſe, 


TI drink, or fight for ſacred majeſty 
With any here. Fill me another bowl. 


Will you excuſe me ? 
ALEXANDER, 


You will be excuſed, 
But let him have his humour : he is old. 


TE Cuvrus. 
So was your father, fir; this to his mem'ry. 
Sound all the trumpets there. 
ALEXANDER. 
pas They ſhall not ſound 
Till the king drinks. Sure, I was born to wage 


Eternal war. All are my enemies ; 
Whom I cou'd tame But let the ſports go on. 


| | LyS1MACHUS, 
Nay, Clytus, you that cou'd adviſe fo well, 


 Ar.BXANDER, 
Let him perſiſt, be poſitive and proud, 
Envious and ſullen *mong(t the nobler ſouls, 
Like an infernal ſpirit that hath ſtole | 
From hell, and mingled with the mirth of Gods. 


CLyTvs. 


When Gods grow hot, no difference I know 
Twixt — and devils— Fill me Greck wine. 
f „ 5 ; 
Yet fuller—I want ſpirits, 
Alrx- | 


& TEFaGTEDSF::: 


ALEXANDER, 
Let me have muſic, 
| CLiyrys, 
Muſic for boys—Clytus would hear the groans 
Of dying ſoldiers and the neigh of ſteeds; 
Or, if I muſt be peſter'd with ſhrill ſounds, 
Give me crics of matrons in ſack'd towns. 
_ HepunsT1ION, 
Let us Lyſimachus awake the king; 
A heavy gloom is gathering on his brow, 
Kneel all, with humbleſt adoration kneel, 
And let a health to Jove's great ſon go round. 


ALEXANDER, 
Sound, ſound, that all the univerſe may hear. 
O for the voice of Jove, the world ſhould know 
The kindneſs of my people. —Rife, O riſe, 
My hands, my arms, my heart, are ever yours. 


CLyTvs. 
I did not kiſs the earth, nor muſt your hand— — 


I am unworthy, Sir. 

ALEXANDER, 
I know thou art: 

Thou envieſt the great honour of thy maſter. 

Sit, all my friends. Now let us talk of war; 

The nobleſt ſubjeR for a ſoldier's mouth; 

And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, elſe you love me not. 

Who, think you, was the greateſt general, 

That ever led an army to the field ? 


HeePnssT1ON. 


A chief ſo great, ſo fortunately brave, 
And juſtly ſo renown'd as Alexander, 
The radiant ſun, fince firſt his beams gave light, 


Never yet ſaw, or —_ ſhall again, 


Lyvs1- 


p 
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LySIMACHUS, 


Such was not Cyrus, or the fam'd Alcides, 
Nor great Achilles, whoſe tempeſtuous ſword 
Laid Troy in aſhes, tho' the warring Gods 


Oppos'd him. pz 
| 3 ALEXANDER. 
O! you flatter me, you flatter me. 
CLyTvus, . 


They do indeed; and yet you love em for't; 
But hate old Clytus for his hardy virtue. | 
Come, ſhall ] ſpeak a man, with equal bravery, 
A better general, and experter ſoldier. 


| ALEXANDER. 

I ſhould be glad to learn; inſtru me, Sir. 
| | -, - CLYTUs., 
Your father, Philip.— I have ſeen him march 
And fought beneath his dreadful banner, where 
The boldeſt at this table would have trembled. 
Nay, frown not, Sir, you cannot look me dead, 
When Greeks join'd Greeks, then was the tug of 

war, 8 

The labour'd battle ſweat, and conqueſt bled. 
Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a bolder truth, 
Than e'er the lying prieſts of Ammon told you 
Philip fought men, but Alexander women. 


| ALEXANDER. 
All envy, ſpite and envy by the Gods ! 
Is then my glory come to this at laſt, 
To conquer women! Nay, he ſaid the ſtouteſt, 
The ſtouteſt here wou'd tremble at his dangers. 
In all the ſickneſs, all the wounds I bore, 
When from my reins the javelin's head was cu”, 
Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion, ſpeak Perdiccas, 
Did I once tremble? O! the curſed falſhood 1 


A TRAGEDY. 


Did I once ſhake or groan z or act beneath 
The dauntleſs reſolution of a king? 


; 3 Lysiuachus. 
Wine has tranſported him. 
ALEXANDER. 
No, *tis meer malice. 
I was a woman too, at Oxydrace, 
When, . planting on the walls a ſcaling ladder, 


I mounted, ſpight of ſhow'rs of ſtones, bars, arrows, 
And all the lumber which they thunder'd down 


When you beneath cry'd out, and ſpread your army, . 
That I ſhould leap among you. Did I ſo ? b 


Lvy$s1MAcus. 


Dread Sir, the old man knows not what he ſays, 
ALEXANDER. 


Was I a woman, when, like Mercury, 

I leap'd the walls and flew amidſt the foe z 

And, like a baited lion, dy'd myſelf 

All over in the blood of thoſe bold hunters, 
Till, ſpent with toil, I battled on my knees, 
Pluckt forth the darts, that made my ſhield a foreſt, 
And hurl'd em back with moſt unconquer'd fury? 
Then, ſhining in my arms, I ſun'd the field; 
Mov'd, ſpoke, and fought, and was myſelf a war, 


1 CLyTvus. 
"Twas all.bravado. For, before you leap'd, 
You ſaw that I had burſt the gates aſunder. 
ALEXANDER, 
O! that thou wert but once more young and 


-  vig'rous, | os 
That I might ſtrike thee proſtrate to the earth, 
For this audacious lie, thou feeble dotard. 


"T Cyrus. 


% ALEXANDER THz GREAT, 


CLyrvs, 


I know the reaſon, why you uſe me thus. 

I fav'd you from the ſword of bold Rheſaces, 

Elſe had your godſhip ſlumber d in the duſt; 

And moſt ungratefully you hate me for it. 
ALEXANDER. 


Hence from the banquet. Thus far ln thee; 


CLyTvus, 


Firſt try (for none can want forgiveneſs more) 
Jo have your own bold blaſphemies forgiven, 
The ſhameful riots of a vicious life, | 
 Philotas' murder. 

2 


Ha! what faid the traitor? 


HePpHESTION. 


Clytus, withdraw ; Eumenes, force him hence. 
He muſt not tarry. Drag him to the door. ; 


 Cryrvs. 


No, let him ſend me, if I muſt be gone, 
To Philip, Atalus, Caliſthenes, 
To great Parmenio, and his laughrer'd ſons, 


ALEXANDER, 
Give me a javelin. 
HzrpHESTION: 
Hold, Sir. 
ALEXANDER, 


| Sirrah l of, 
Leſt I at once ſtrike thro? his heart and thine, 


Lys1- 


a TR AGED 'Y.i. : 
_ Ly$IMACHUS. | : 
O! facred Sir, have but a moment's patience: 
ALEXANDER, 


What! Hold my arms? I ſhall be murder'd here, 

Like poor Darius, by my barb'rous ſubjects. 

Perdiccas, ſound our trumpets to the camp 

Call all my ſoldiers to the court. Nay, haſte; 

For there is treaſon plotting gainſt my lite, 

And I ſhall periſh ere they come to ſave me. 

Begone to Philip, Attalus, Caliſthenes, [ Stabs bin. 

And let bold ſubjects learn by thy example, 

Not to provoke che patience of their prince. 
CLyTus. Th. 

The rage of wine is drown'd in guſhing blood, 

O Alexander! I have been to blame: 


Hate me not after death, For I repent, 
That I fo far have urg'd your noble nature. 


ALEXANDER, 
What's this I hear l Say on, my dying ſoldier. 


CLyTus. a 4 
I ſhou'd have kill'd myſelf, had I but liv'd 5 
2 be once ſober: Now I fall with bonour ; 
My own hands wou'd have brought foul death: 
1 O pardon! = [ Dies. 


ALEXANDER. 


Then I am loſt: what has my vengeance done | 
Who is it thou haſt ſlain ? Clyrus! what was he? 
The faithfulleſt ſubject, worthieſt counſellor, 
The braveſt ſoldier, he who ſav'd thy life, 
Fighting bare headed at the river Granick, 
And now he has a noble recompence ; 

For a raſh word ſpoke inthe heatof wine. 


n , .. or. x ofa" e 


The 
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5 
: 
* 
4 
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The poor, the honeſt Clytus thou haſt Cain : 


Clytus, thy: friend, thy guardian, thy preſerver. 


| | HePHESTION. 
Remove the body, it inflames his ſorrow. 


ALEXANDER. 


None dare to touch him; we muſt never part. 
Cruel Hepheſtion and Lyſimachus, 
That had the power, yet wou'd not hold me. Oh 


: LYSIMACHUS. 
Dear Sir, we did. 
ALEXANDER. 


I know ye did ; ye held me 
Like a wild beaſt, to let me go again 
With greater violence, O ye've undone me! 
Excule it not, you that cou'd ſtop a lion 
Cou'd not turn me; ye-ſhould have drawn your 

ſwords, 

And barr'd my rage with their advancing points; 
Made reaſon glitter in my dazzled eyes, 
Till I had ſeen the precipice before me : 
That had been noble, that had ſhewn the friend; 
9 wow'd fo have done to ſave your lives, 


Lranacavs, 


When men ſhall hear how highly you were urg'd— 


ALEXANDER. 


No; you have let me ſtain my riſing glory, 


Which elſe had ended brighter than the ſun : 
O! I am all a blot, which ſeas of tears, 

And my heart's blood, can never waſh away; 
Yet *tis but jult I try, and on the point, 


SUll rezking, hurl my black polluted breaſt, 
| Hzrnks- 


A TRAGEDY. + 6g 


es Hirnuzdrr0n; 
oH 
LySIMACHUS. 


Forgive my pious hands, 
That dare, in duty, to diſarm my maſter. 


ALEXANDER, 


Yes, cruel men, ye now can ſhew your ſtrength z 

Here's not a ſlave, but dares oppoſe my juſtice, 

Yet none had courage to prevent this murder; 

But I will render all endeavours vain 

That tend to ſave my life—Here will I lie, 

| | [Falls en Clytus. 
Cloſe to my murder d ſoldier's bleeding fide. 

Thus claſping his cold body in my arms, 

Till death, like his, has clos'd my eyes for ever. 


SCENE F. 


CI OY RY » 


PerDiccas, HeenesTION, ALEXANDER, &c. 


PR Dices. 


Treaſon | foul treaſon Hepheſtion, where's the 
ing | 


HreygtesTION. 


There, by old Clytus' ſide, whom he hath lain, 


 PERDICCAS. 


- Riſe, ſacred Sir, and haſte to ſave the queen. 
Roxana, fill'd with furious jealouſy, 
Came with a guard, unmark'd: ſhe gain'd the bow'r, 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden fury, 
That all have periſh'd who oppos'd her rage. 

, Arxx- 


- 
P 
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> | | ALEXANDER. | 
What ſays Perdiccas? Is the queen in danger? 
| PerpiIccas. 
Haſte, Sir, to your Statira, or ſhe dies. 
ALEXANDER. © 


Thus from the grave I riſe to ſave my love 
All draw your ſwords, on wings of light'ning 
move, | | : | 
Young Ammon leads you, and the cauſe is love; 
When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, | 
'Tis beauty calls, and glory leads the way. 


END or THe FourTa Acer. 


"A TRAGEDY. 4 


The Bower of SeMIR AMIS. 
ITE diſcovered allcep. | 


STATIRA. 


LESS me, ye pow'rs above, and guard wy 

virtue 

Where are you fled, dear ſhades ? Where. are 
you fled ? 

Twas but a dream, and yet I ſaw and heard 

My royal parents, who, while pious care 

Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc'd with tears, 

Tears ſuch as angels weep, this hour my latt, 

But hence with fear—my Alexander comes, 

And fear and danger ever fled from him. 

My Alexander ! Wou'd that he were here ! 

For, Oh! I tremble, and a thouſand terrors 

Ruſh in upon me, and alarm my heart: 

But hark, 'ris he, and all my fears are fled : 

TC my joy, my Alexander comes, 


Roxana within. 


Make faſt the gate with all its maſſy bars; 
At length we've conquer'd this . height 
And reach'd the grove, whoſe n gormu. f 


Is We” in clouds, 


STATIRA. 3 
Ye guardian Gods defend me * 
Roxana's voice! then all the viſion's true, 
And die I muſt. 


5 SCENE 
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Fe Þ - 2. 7 
Roxana, STATIRA. 


| Rox AN A. | 1 


Secure the brazen gate. 
Where is my rival? 'tis Roxana calls. 


STATIRA. 


And what is ſhe, who, with ſuch tow'ring pride, 
| Wou'd awe a princeſs that is horn above her? 
| | | Roxana. 
Behold this dagger !—Tis thy fate, Statira |! 
Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen. 


Fain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vengeance; 
Here, take my weapon then; and, if thou dar ſt 


STATIRA. 

How little know'ſt thou what Statira dares ! 
Yes, cruel woman! yes, I dare meet death, 
With a reſolve, at which thy coward heart 
Wou'd ſhrink. For terror haunts the guilty miud 
While conſcious innocence, that knows no fear, 
Can, ſmiling, paſs, and ſcorn thy idle threats 

Roxana, 


turn, fair inſolent! return, I ſay. | 
ar'ſt thou, preſumptuous to invade my rights! 


Reſtore him quickly to my longing arms, 
And with him give me back his broken vows, 
Or I will rend them from thy bleeding heart, 


SrATIRA. 


Alas ! Roxana! *tis not in my power z 
cannot if I woyu'd—And, O ye Gods . 
What 


A TRAGEDY. 0 
What were the world to Alexander's loſs ! 
Bur love, thou know'lt, was ever deaf to reaſon: 
Wild as a ſtorm, and lawleſs as the ſea, I 
It laughs at council, and contemns reſtraint, 


Roxana. 
Oh! ſorcereſs, to thy accurſed charms 
] owe the frenzy that diſtracta my ſoul: 
To them I owe my Alexander's loſs. 
Too late thou trembleſt at my juſt ee. 1 
Wm . 
Srar nA. 


Yet think, Roxana, ere you plunge in murder, 
Think on the horrors that mult ever haunt you 


Think on the furics, thoſe avenging miniſters - 
| Ain high wrath, how chey will trar your 


z | | 

All day diſtract you with a thouſand fears; 1 
And when by night thou vainly ſeek ft repoſe, 
They'll gather round, and interrupt your ſtumbert 
With horrid dreams, and terrifying viſions, f 

d ftill, if poſſible, ſuperior horrom. 
2 than how my great revenge unfiniſh'd, 
I'd dare em all, and triumph in the deed. 
Therefore —- [Holds uy the dagger. 

„ © STATIRA. *: 
a Fold, hold, thy hand ad vanc'd in air. 
I read my ſentence written in thy eyes; | 
Yet, Oh 1 Roxana, on thy black revenge, 
One kindly ray of female pity beam, 

And give me death in Alexander's preſence, _ 
11 T. 
Not 1 wide empire ſhould'ſt thou ſee 


K 2 Fool! 


W ALEXANDER 'T#z GREAT. 
Fool! but for him thou might'ſt unheeded live 


For his ſake only art thou doom'd to die. 
The ſole remaining joy that glads my ſoul, 


Is to deprive thee of the heart I've loſt, 


S NE IL 


nn. STATIRA, SLAVE. 
. Save. 


Madam, the TRE and all his guards are come. 


With frantic ra this hey thunder at the gate, 
And mult cer this have gain'd admittance. 


| Roxana, | 
Ha! 
Too. 8 I've trifled. Let me then redeem 
The time miſpent, and make great vengeance 1 


wen 
Is Abenden O! ye gods, ſo © nigh, 
And can he not preſerve me from her fury 
— Roxana. ©. 
Nor he, norHeav'n ſhall ſheild thee from my juſtice; 


155 ſorc wy and all my wrongs die with thee. 
| Labs FF 


* 
1 


ALEXANDER, without. 


Away ye laves! ſtand off—Quick let me Oy. 
With light'nings wings ; nor par n, nor earth, 
ſhall ſtop me. 


Ha! Oh, my ſoul! my queen, eg, Statira? 


Theſe rounds are theſe my promis'd j Joys "g 


'  STATIRA, 
Alas! 
My — love, my beſt and deareſt bleſſing, 
Wou'd 1 had died before · you enter'd here; 
For thus delighted, while I gaze upon thee, 
Death grows more horrid, and I'm loth to leave thee. 


} L ALEX» 


* TRAGEDY. '' & 


* 


ALzxanDen. | 


Thou ſhalt not leave me Cruel, cruel ſtars) 


Oh, where's the moſter, where's de hol Gd 
That ſtruck at innocence, _ IT OCT 


Roxana. 


nee e of thy ob 


In jealous madneſs gave the —— 
A wretch, that, to poſſeſs once more ay ore, 
Wou'd with the blood of millions ſtain her foul. | 


ALEXANDER, 


To dungeons, tortures, drag her bann del. 


STATIRAs:= 7s. I 


| My foul is on the wing. O come, my wary 


Haſte to my arma, wakes * farenel. 
| 1 "1 ads A 

Look up my love... 
OHeas? a! and will you, will you take her * mel 


_ STATIRA. 2 


| (hah Aus died ods ALS 
Tet, cre] * grant this tequeſt. 


ee xc | '0 


That I may execute Dt. 
'STATIRA. 


Leave not the world till Heav'n demands you. Spare. 
Roxana's life. T was love of you that cauſed 

The death ſhe gave me. And,oh! ſometimes think 
Amidſt your revels, think on your poor queen 4 -/” 
And, ere the chearful bowl ſalute your lips, 
Larich it with a „ern, and I am happy ( Dia. | 


- ALI 
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1 ALEXANDER #«t @REAT. 
ALEXANDER. | 
Yet, ere thou tak'ſt thy flight—She's gone, ſho's. 
al a br Sd; 
The roſes wither ; and the fragrant breath 
That wak'd their ſweea,ſhall never wake em more. 
15 | © he 14 Roxana. ei 1 
Weep not, my lord I no ſorrow can recall her. 
O! turn your eyes, and, in Roxaria's arms, 
You'll find fond love, and everlaſting truth. 


1 AlZZAN DEK. 2 
Hence from my ſight, and thank my dear Statt 
That yet * lee 4 20 
2 © Roxana. 
Oh! rake me to your arms. 
In ſpight of all your cruelty, I love uu 
Yes, thus Ill faſten on your ſacred robe; 


Thus, on my knees, for ever cling around thee, 
Till you forgive me, or till death divide us. 


ALEXANDER. Fu” 22 
Hence, fury, hence: there's not a glance of thine 
But, like « bali, comes wing d 12 dearth, . 


ROXANA, 
Ol ſpeak not thus, to one who-kneels for mercy, 
Think for whoſe ſake it was I madly plung'd 
Into a crime abhorrent to my nature 
f ALEXANDER. : 
Of, murd'reſa, off | for ever ſhun my fghty. © 
My e for thy — 18 
1 .- -» Roxana. 
Barbarian! yes, I will for ever ſhun thee, 
Repeated injuries have'ſteel'd my heart, 
And licou'd curſe myſelf for being kind: 


- A TRAGEDY. || „ 
If there is any majeſty above, | 

That has revenge in ſore for petjur d love, 
Send Heav'n (vifreſt ruin on his head!? 


Strike the deſtroyer | lay the victor dead 
Kill the 2 3 my 3 
In height o ia warm oung. 
Bolted wich on kh let him ruſh . 
But what are curſes ? Curſes will not kill, 
Nor caſe the tortures, I am doom d to feel. 


SCENE IV. 


ALzxAavDeR and Eumanss. 


EvMEnss. 


Pardon, dread Sir, a fatal meſſenger. 
The royal Syſigambis is no more. 
Struck with the horror of Statira's fate, 
She ſoon expired, and, with her lateſt breath, 
Left baer Lyfimachur. 
But what molt deeply affect you. 
Your loy'd Hepheſtion | 


ALEXANDER. 


Dead | then he is bleſt! 


Bot het, here lx fate. Hepheſtion, Cl 
[ r * 


In this dear body. Here wy Naber loc. 

My ſtandard's triumphs gone. I ſhall run mad 
Go, for the monument of this lov'd creature, 
Root u Oe en — 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies 
To deck her tomb : no ſhrine nor altar 


. 


SCENE 


2 


½ ALEXANDER tur GREAR | 2 


SCENE v. 


CAssAN DER, THESSALUS, 
CassAN DER. 


He's gone — but whither ?—follow Theſſalus, 


Attend his ſteps, and let me know what paſſes. 
E [ Exit Theſſalus. 


Vengeance lie ſtill, thy cravings ſhall be ſated. 
Death roams at large, the furies are unchain'd, 
And murder plays her mighty maſter- piece. 


SCENE VI. 


- PoLvyPERCHow, CASSANDER,: then THESSALUS and 


Phil ir. 
Saw you the king ? he parted hence this moment. 
1 PoLyPERCHON. _ 1 
Yes; with diſorder'd wildneſs in his looks, 
He ruſh'd along, till, with a caſual glance, 
He ſaw me where I ſtood: then ſtepping ſhort, 
Draw near, he cry'd and graſp'd my hand in his, 
Where more than fevers rag'd in ey'ry vein, 
O Polyperchon ! I have loſt my queen! 
Statira's dead !—and, as he woke! the tears 
Guſh'd from his eyes I more than felt his pains, 


* 


| THEsSALUS, 
Hence, hence, away! | ls y 
; CASSANDER, en ISL, | * 
Where is he, Theſſalus 8 
TuxssALus. 


Ileft him circled by a crowd of princes. 
The poiſon tears him with that height of ws i 


Notre. 
Caanvas. ; 


In Saturn's n 
12 joy che tempeſt we, ourſelves, have rais'd 
And triumph in the wreck which crowns our ven- 


I 4 * Fl 
$ ; 4 , 1 3 


SCENE the lp FT ns 
ALzxanDer, with bis hair djbevelld, Lys1uacnvs, A 
40 Evans, PzRDICCAS, Attendants. Aut 


EY 


LEXANDER. ; | 
Search there; nay, probe me, 


2 
. 


ww” 
2 
2 


We have ſearch'd, but find no hun. 4 

buddies Ar Ps 4A 
95 Lam fhor, a forked burning arrow | hou "+: 2 
Sticks croſs my ſhoulders : the ſad venom flies _. 
Like light'ning thro* my fleſh, my y 
Lys1tMacnvs. 4121 


How fierce his fever! 


* 
—— 


Pay, 


* 
8 


ES. 4 5 
„. 
2 


as 


7. ALEXANDER mis GREAT. 


ALzxanDER, 29 | nei 


Ha! ht a 45 of torments bidde . 
A bolt of ice runs hiſſing thro? my bopels; 

"Tis, ſure, the arm of death; give mt a chair; 
Cover me, for I freeze, apd my t teeth h —Y 
And my knees knock together. 8 


4 **. — * 2 * 3 fue 25 {cy 


Evacenns... 
Have mere) Heaven! ico © vom on 
ALEXANDER. CEE | 
Hal who, mlkeof Hearn? n 11D 


I am all hell; I burn, I burn again; 1 ES 1 
The war grows wond'rous hotz hey for the TAE is? 
Bcar me, Bucephalus, amongſt the billows. 
[ jumps into The the choir. 

O tis a noble beaſt ; I wou d not change him 
For the beſt horſe the ſun has in his ſtable; 
Fo r they are hot; their mangers full of coals; ; 

beir mains ate flakes of light'ning, curls of fires 
And their red tails like meteors whiſk abou r. 


Ly$SIMACHUS. 
Help all; Eumanss. help. By 
 ALtxandDaER, 5? 


Ha, ha, ha, I ſhall die with laughter, © © 


See how he puis to . the gaudy 
With h Wit but a rally helmet Of thro! GEES 


Fabre. | "wot ern 
How wild he talks 1 
ee e, iir 9212 woll- 


Yet warting\in his wildneld, 


ALEXANDER, 
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1 Arhanbun 
2 


come 4 
n the-obble e cf arms? — 


Charge, charge apace, and let the phalanx moveq 


Darius 8 tis Darius: l 
1 fee, 1 know him by the ſpa rkling plumes, © 
And his gold chariot Frogs by ten 2 A 


But, like a tempeſt, thus I pour 3 

| — with that laſt brought him 
wn: 

He tumbles, take him, ſnatch te imperial crown. 
They fly, they fly follow, follow 


x 


N Vidoria— | Leaps into the fals. arms.” 


7 Prabiccas. n re 
Levs bear him c to his bed. F 


ALEXANDER. 


Hold, the leaſt motion gives me ſudden death 5 


My vital ſpirits are quite parch'd, burnt up. 
And all my ſmoaky 9 to aſhes, 


* Ly$1MACHUS, 
When you, the brighteſt ſtar that ever ſhone, 
Shall ſet, it wut be night wich us for 1 85 Fr 
— ALEXANDER. © 2 2 

Let embrace all, before I die. ; 

me 8 . [All ned and weep. 
Weep not my dear companions, the good Gods 
Shall ſend ye in my flead a nobler prince; 
One that ſhall lead ye forth with matchleſs 8 


LIS HM Achus. 


ſe 


2 not our hearts, with ſuch unkind expreſſions 


PzRDICCAS, 
We vill not ag with you, nor change for Mars. 


ALEXANDER, - 


6% 


x» 2 


i 3 3 | 155 I 

; 8 lake this ring ere an | 

bo”, (mv meld in the temple of Jupicer Ammon, | 

5 0 e e eee 8 
$ o whom 508 your dread majeſt veath | 

+ + © "AVE ba 2 re of che world ? "wy * 8 = 1. 


| $00; 1 5 +1 
» | ALBXANDER. 52 "wth 


en e. | £42 N 4 4H1P. 
To himabasis maſt de,, ea Bae: FLEA gt 


£1: 2 EU. 4 „ Pknbiccas. e 
When will you, facred Sir, 1 we e oda give. 
To your great memory thoſe divine honours -- | 
Which ſuch exalted virtue does deſerve a 4 
"ALEXANDER. . 


| When you are all moſt happy, and in peace; 
Your 0 Father, if I have diſchargd 
The duty of a man to empire born 
LA b aun! have deſerv-- gag 
The vaſt renown of thy adopted fon, et! 
, Accept this ſoul which thou did' firſt infpire, 
And which this ſigh thus gives thee back _= 


4 ; 
ts. * 


. | Leazmacuvy. + 2855 


There fell dhe ide and glory a a 
f thihe bores let us find it out; 
- Tabor ſands forth to lead you on; 
nd ſwears, by theſe moſt Honour'd dear remains, 
e will not taſte thoſe "del which beauty brivg,, 
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